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The Gifts of Satyam 


Hello and Hari Om, my name is Hari Hara, but everyone 
calls me Hari. Some people may also call me a dog of 
the German Shepherd or Alsatian breed, but I prefer 
to call myself a loyal disciple of the greatest yogi who 
ever lived. His name was Satyam. Many call him Swami 
Satyananda, Sri Swamiji and even Paramahamsaji, but we 
doggy disciples like to call him just Satyam, it’s a warm and 
friendly name after all. 


I have never met Satyam, but I was born in his Rikhia 
ashram called Rikhiapeeth with my other six siblings, so my 
connection to him is really strong. I was raised by his two 
closest disciples, Swami Satsangi and Swami Niranjan and 
have heard stories of him since my birth. I love to listen and 
I love to tell the inspiring tales of Satyam. I also love the 
kirtans and stotras we sing for Satyam. We doggies wag our 
tales and dance when we hear them! 

Let me begin with today’s 
story. One special day in our 
ashram, Ganga Darshan, 
Munger (or Ganga Darshan 
Vishwa Yogapeeth, that’s the 
long name the sannyasins 
call it), there was a feeling of 
excitement in the air. From 
early morning the sannyasins 
were running here and there, 
cleaning and organizing. The 
signs were clear, Swamiji was 
coming home! It had been 
the longest three days without 
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him. I am Swami Niranjan's best friend, we are always 
together, day and night, so when he is away, I do miss him 
and it always feels like years when he goes away. 

My baby brother Aryan, he was born very last, and I 
patiently accepted our scented beauty bath, towel rub, 
brushing from ears to tail and waited for the arrival of 
Swamiji. Suddenly, we heard the Ganga Darshan main 


gate open and the familiar sound of Swamiji's car ‘Satyam’ 
coming to the gate of Satyam Udyan, also known as the 
Akhara. We ran as fast as we could, barking, “Swamiji is back, 
Swamiji is , Swamiji is back,” all the way to meet the car. The 
car entered the gates and Swamiji stepped out calling, “Hari, 
the Handsome, Aryan, the Awesome, come and see who has 
come to see us!” 

*It's Dadi Ma, it’s Dadi Ma!” 
Aryan shouted. 

That’s Aryan. He was the 
youngest in our litter and 
still behaves that way. 

“Its father, it’s 
father!” I started 
barking too, unable 
to control myself any 
longer and we ran to 
greet Swamiji, Swami 
Satsangi, our Dadi 
Ma, and Rudra, our 
father. We were taking 
turns jumping up and 
down Swamiji and 
Swami Satsangi. We just 
couldn't contain our 
absolute double joy to 
have both our swamis 
home with us! 

I got so excited I 
grabbed Dadi Ma's hat right from 
her head! She laughed with me and Swamiji kindly wiped the 
hat and returned it to her. 

She exclaimed, “Namo Narayan! Hello Hari and Aryan. 
I am so happy to see you. You have grown so much, but you 
are still pulling on dhotis and hats.” 

We continued with more jumping, pulling, licking hands 
and feet. 


Finally Swamiji said, “Okay now, everybody calm down, 
chalo boys, let's move from the car now and go to the room.” 

After hearing Swamiji’s strong words, we calmed down 
and Rudra came and gave us both a sniff, and a gentle but 
strong growl to let us know he is the alpha disciple dog. 

“Namo Narayan, and Hari Om my sons, you are looking 
very strong and handsome.” Then he wagged his tail, and 
we relaxed a little, glad the formalities were over and father 
seemed to be happy and relaxed. “Both, your mother Jwala 
and brother Kanha send their Namo Narayan to you.” 

“Will they also come visit us?” I asked excitedly. 

“Maybe one day,” Rudra replied diplomatically. 

With our favourite swamis and father, step by step, we 
moved into Akhara. We trotted behind Rudra proudly. 

The day passed peacefully for us, simply enjoying each 
other’s company. Dadi Ma and Swamiji were discussing many 
important matters, while the three of us made sure they were 
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comfortable and safe. Security has always been our main seva 
and we took it very seriously. Any free time we had, we spent 
running together and chasing Rudra. He can run very fast, 
even faster than Aryan. 

In the evening after dinner, when all was still and quiet, 
we took Dadi Ma, Swamiji and Rudra for a walk around the 
ashram. It was one of those warm summer nights when the 
breeze is cool with a sweet smell that makes everything seem 
so calm. We walked up the stairs from the car park towards 
Satyam Kutir and entered it. 


I began to explain, “Rudra, this is Satyam Kutir, where Sri 
Swamiji lived and worked, and sang kirtan and inspired so 
many people from here, it is the anahata or the heart of our 
ashram.” We spent a few minutes in the peaceful ambience. 

As we stepped out from Satyam Kutir and proceeded 
towards our next destination, Aryan remarked. “Rudra, this 
is Satyam Jyoti Mandir. It is the temple of Ganga Darshan 
and we come here for kirtan and chanting.” 


Swamiji explained further, “And there is an eternal flame 
in memory of Swami Sivananda, which has been burning 
for more than fifty years. Sri Swamiji lit the Akhand Deepak 
himself with his own hands, so we call it the Satyam Jyoti. It 
is beautiful. Come and see the Satyam Jyoti.” 
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We entered and sat down 


J in front of the akhand jyoti. 
- Our hairs stood on end, we 
i were in awe of the beauty 


and the depth of a disciple’s 
dedication and love for his 
Guru that was felt so much 
inside Jyoti Mandir. 

Swamiji continued, “Do you 
know, Rudra, Swami Satsangi 
was born at Ganga Darshan?” 

“Oh really!!” father and 
sons replied in one voice. 

“Yes, Ganga Darshan is the 
place of her second birth. It 
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was here that she was born into spiritual life. Her body had 
been born before, but her birth as a sannyasin happened here. 
Her life with Sri Swamiji began right here in Jyoti Mandir.” 
“That’s very special,” I said, “Now I understand how 
close Dadi Ma is to us here all the time.” Then I asked 
Rudra, “And do you know 
why Satyam Jyoti Mandir is so 
special for all of us?” 
“Nooooo,” father drawled. | 
“All right, let me tell ; 
you. Around the time of the 
Mahabharata war, more than 
five thousand years ago, there 
lived a king called Karna. 
His palace stood right here, 
where our ashram is. He was 
the ruler of Angadesh, which 
is this area around Munger on 
the banks of the river Ganga. K 
Oh, how I love Ganga!” 


“Dadi Ma, Hari really loves Ganga,” Aryan tried to 
explain my strange fascination with the river, “He never 
misses an opportunity to gaze at her. That is his biggest 
source of attraction whenever we go to Paduka Darshan !” 

“Yes, I know Aryan, Hari has a very strong connection 
to Ganga, perhaps lifetimes of connection,” replied Swami 
Satsang . 

“Hari and Aryan, that is because Ma Ganga is deeply 
connected to you,” added Swamiji, “You know how Swami 
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Satsangi is your grandma and you call her your Dadi Ma. 
Well, Ma Ganga is your paternal grandmother, and you can 
also call her Dadi Ma. Do you know why?” asked Swamiji. 

“Because Ganga is so beautiful like Dadi Ma?” I asked. 

“Yes Hari, she is,” Rudra chipped in, “and also because 
she is Swamiji’s mother. It was through the divine blessings 
of Ma Ganga and the will of Satyam that Swamiji was born.” 

“Ah! That explains why I love her so much!” I exclaimed, 
“T will always remember her as Dadi Ma, my beautiful 
Grandma. I have always known she was special to me.” 

“So we can say that our Swamiji is also a gift of Satyam?” 
Aryan asked. 

“Yes Aryan,” Rudra replied, “Swami Niranjan and Swami 
Satsangi are two of Satyam’s greatest gifts to the world.” 


“Wow, they truly are wonderful gifts!” I exclaimed with 
great pride, “Now, where was I?” 

“You were telling us of Karna,” Swamiji reminded me gently. 

“Ah yes, so Karna was a good king and worshipped Devi 
Ma and Surya Dey, his father. At the end of his sadhana and 
tapasya, Karna would offer himself to Devi. Pleased with 
this sincerity, Devi showed her grace in the form of gold. 
She gave Karna the same weight of gold as the weight of his 
body. He was a big kingly man, so that’s not a little amount 
of gold! But Karna was special, he did not keep the gold to 
himself. He would instead distribute it to the people from 
his palace, Karna Chaura, and that is where Satyam Jyoti 
Mandir is now. Can you imagine King Karna distributing 
gold to all the people here? They must have been so happy.” 

“Yes Hari, people were happy, Karna was as generous as 
his father Surya Dev, the sun god who is always giving and 
whose rays shine on everyone and on all of creation alike,” 
Swamiji added. 
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“That is truly amazing! It reminds me of Satyam, he was 
always giving,” Rudra said. 

“Exactly Rudra! And the connection to King Karna was 
there with Sri Swamiji from the very first time he came to 
Munger. The story is that when Sri Swamiji came to Karna 
Chaura in Munger, King Karna’s old place, he heard a 
voice telling him: Yoga îs the culture of tomorrow. So he said to 
himself, ‘Iam a poor sadhu, I cannot give gold to the people 
like Karna did. But I will distribute my wealth, the science of 
yoga to all who desire it’. And that is what he did, for twenty 
years, working day and night, travelling from . . .” 

“Door to door and shore to shore,” we barked. We know 
a lot for we always are at Swamiji's satsang, sitting right next 
to him. 

“Very good Hari and Aryan! Do you think it was easy 
in those days to travel? No, it was not, but he went around 
the world many times, meeting thousands and thousands of 
people from all countries, the rich and the poor, of all beliefs 
and faiths, and always giving, giving — his time, his energy, 
his love, his laughter, and yoga vidya, the science of yoga. 
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“He could explain this ancient science to people of his 
time, and make them understand how yoga could help them 
become more healthy and live with more understanding, 
kindness and respect for each other. He gave people hope 
so that they could experience more than just their day-to-day 
routine. This is what Sri Swamiji said about the gold of yoga 
he was distributing: 


If Karna’s age demanded gold, this age demands peace, shanti 
inside, shanti outside and shanti everywhere. The one who can 
distribute shanti, the way of peace, is the Karna of today, and 
I think | should not be modest but say openly that | now sit on 
this throne and that to offer peace has been my desire. 


“Please, Hari, now you continue; you are telling the 
stories so beautifully.” 


“Yes okay, thank you Swamiji. Satyam distributed a 
special kind of gold and that is the gold of yoga. He made 
everything that was written in the old and ancient scriptures 
easy to understand, so that people could practise and apply 
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yoga in their modern daily lives. Satyam gave yoga to 
children, students, women, householders, the elderly, people 
with problems of all sorts and kinds, and with yoga he gave 
a way to a better life.” 

“T love that story. I love to imagine yoga as gold! And he 


also gave the world another gauss 
beautiful gem, yoga nidra. N 
Rudra we also do yoga nidra, 
we are really good at it. We 
can teach you if you want,” 
Aryan offered. 

“Ves, I would like that 
very much,” Rudra said, 
“and I am happy you 
practise yoga nidra. Yoga 
nidra is the biggest gift 
for humankind. It is an 
opportunity to let go of your 
anxiety and depression, 
to relax, recharge and 
reconnect to your own inner 
self and nature.” 
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Swamiji continued, “Yes, yoga nidra travelled around the 
world along with Sri Swamiji. It changed and is still changing 
the lives of thousands, no, millions of people. However it is 
more than gold or any gem which people wear as ornaments, 
for pleasure and pride. With yoga nidra you discover the 


gold that is within you, or the...” 

“Satyam Sivam Sundaram! Which means truth, 
auspiciousness and beauty,” Aryan shouted. 
Van ] + TIS oe “Yes, very good Aryan. 

| Satyam Sivam Sundaram 

Dalvam Vartika KAR which is all around and within 
N PSN each one of us. Yoga nidra 
Y AE is the key to open the door 
to this truth, auspiciousness 
and beauty. Where there is 
Satyam there is beauty and 
auspiciousness. That is why I 
name everything after Satyam. 
Did you notice that Rudra?” 

“Yes, I noticed that: Satyam 
the car, Satyam Udyan, Satyam 
Kutir, Satyam Vatika, Satyam 
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Jyoti Mandir, Satyam Vihar, 
Satyam Chhaya Samadhi, 
even the prasad here is called | 
Satyam Yoga Prasad. It’s a very 
clever plan. Swami Niranjan is 
very clever.” 

“Wait Rudra, there 
is more,” Aryan jumped 
in, “Now we have Satyam 
Poornima, this is to celebrate 
the birth of Satyam, and 
tomorrow you can meet 
Satyameshwar. Ohh! He is 
magnificient, he is the King 
Shivalingam here, and every creature, including uin 
know about him. The royal king cobras come from far and 
wide to visit him and have his darshan. And the swamis also 
make special healing potions called Satyam Balm, we even 
use it on our paws when they get dry. And we have the new 
Satyam Vision Studio, we record all our stories there.” 

“Now boys, I want to see more of Ganga Darshan. Why 
don't you take me to see the Satyam Chhaya Samadhi?” 
Swami Satsangi asked. 

“TIl show you, I'll show you!” Aryan barked. 

Aryan jumped up and was already at the door. I caught 
up with him and we raced to the Satyam Chhaya Samadhi. 
The other three were coming slowly, so slowly that we had 
time to race back and forth two more times. Finally, we all 
settled on the soft grass of the Main Building Lawn, right in 
front of Satyam Chhaya Samadhi. All was dark, except for 
the steady flame of the deepak and the blue light around the 
samadhi illumining the white marble. 

Rudra was the first one to speak, “This reminds me of 
the samadhi in Rikhiapeeth. It is beautiful, isn’t it Swami 
Satsangi? I can feel Satyam’s presence right here.” 

“Yes Rudra, I can also feel Gurudev here. He is smiling 
down at us,” she replied. 
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“You know Rudra, I have the same feeling here as in 
Satyam Jyoti Mandir,” I said. 

“Of course you would feel the same, Hari,” Rudra 
replied, “In Satyam Jyoti Mandir you feel Satyam’s love for 
Swami Sivananda, and with Satyam Chhaya Samadhi you feel 
Swamiji’s love for Satyam . . . and in Rikhiapeeth . . .” 

“Rudra! Can you tell us about Rikhiapeeth?” Aryan was 
always curious and eager for another story. 

Father more than happily agreed, “Satyam did not stop 
with the gift of yoga. After twenty years of working day and 
night to fulfil Swami Sivananda’s mandate, he left everything 
to Swami Niranjan and went in search of a new mission and 
more gifts to give. Like his Guru, Swami Sivananda, his 
nature was of giving, he could not live without giving. So 
what did he give to the people of Rikhia and to all those who 
came every year to see him?” 

“Yajna,” Aryan and I shouted. “We were born during the 
Sat Chandi Mahayajna!” 

“That’s absolutely right, you were born during a yajna. 
Your lives have been moulded with the best samskaras. I 
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remember that proud day like it was yesterday. You were the 
most beautiful litter of pups.” 

*In Rikhia Sri Swamiji gave the art and science of yajna,” 
said Swamiji, then asked, “Do you know what a yajna is? 

“Fire and havan,” Aryan ventured. 

“Chanting and pandits,” I piped up. 

“Satsang and kirtans,” we both shouted in unison. 

Dadi Ma was impressed, “I am really proud of you. It 
looks like you attend all of Swami Niranjan's programs.” 

“Yes we do. We sit right next to him and don't leave him 
until the program is over,” Aryan filled in the details. 

“Unless of course, we see a squirrel. Those cheeky fellows 
tease us and distract us from all our duties,” I added to 
complete the picture. 

“But do you also understand what you see and hear?” 
Rudra wanted to know, “This outer yajna has a meaning and 
a purpose for everyone.” 

“Oh really? Please, will you tell us?” Aryan and I pleaded. 

“Yes. Satyam explained the real meaning of yajna many 
times. He said that life is a yajna which has a threefold 
meaning: ya means generating or producing, ja means 
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distributing, and na means assimilating or enjoying. Let me 
give you an example: someone prepares your food — that is 
ya. Then the meal is shared — that is ja. When you eat and 
enjoy the meal, it is the third part of yajna — the na. 

“That’s easy to remember,” we said. 

“So you see, yajna is not only havan and mantras, pandits 
and satsang, it is something we do all the time.” 

Swamiji continued with the topic of yajna, “Sri Swamiji 
said that we should see our life as a yajna. The purpose 
of yajna is to connect with the heart, to connect with faith 
and hope, to become better, optimistic, positive, creative, 
peaceful and content in life. You see, Hari and Aryan, what a 
wonderful gift Sri Swamiji has given with this understanding 
and sadhana of yajna?” 

“Yes, now we understand. It is clear now,” we both 
nodded and wagged our tails. 

Now Rudra wanted to add something, “You know, Hari 
and Aryan, the main part of a yajna is daan, giving. Satyam 
loved to give and always thought about how he could give 
more. His whole life was a gift, every breath he breathed was 
for others, every thought was for others. He reached such a 


height of purity and selflessness that he felt the pain and joy 
of other people as his own — even beyond space and time.” 

“Beyond space and time — what does that mean?” Aryan 
was honest, this was a bit difficult to grasp. 

Swamiji helped out, “Aryan, it means having atmabhava, 
the feeling of oneness with others. There is a bond, a 
connection even with people you do not know. Though you do 
not see, but you can feel it. Then miracles can also happen.” 

“Real miracles?” I wondered. 

Father confirmed, “Yes, real miracles, my son. Satyam 
looked after thousands of families in the neighbourhood 
of the Rikhiapeeth ashram. Satyam called the villagers his 
neighbours and he cared for them by giving whatever was 
needed — food and clothes, bicycles and three wheelers, 
houses and cows, he helped them set up little shops and to 
learn sewing so they could earn a livelihood. Above all he 
taught them to become independent and live with dignity. 
The children learned everything: chanting and dancing, 
English and computers, cooking and so many other useful 
skills. Is this not a beautiful gift for people who had nothing, 
not even one meal a day?” 
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Aryan questioned, “Not even one meal? Were they really 
that poor? Dogs only eat one meal, but humans are not 
strong like us and need at least two meals a day.” 

“Yes, Satyam's neighbours were very poor, but now after 
years of his love and care, the young ones go to school, study 
in colleges and have good jobs. Now they are ready to help 
themselves and others.” 

Swamij Satsangi wanted to make this point even clearer 
for us, “Gurudev's only thought was to give. He would ask 
himself, “What do people need and what can I give?’ With the 
same love and care he had for his neighbours in Rikhiapeeth, 
he gave a beautiful teaching to all spiritual aspirants. He 
explained to them that in every hungry being we have to see 
God inside. God is not different or separate from us. When 
we see somebody suffering, we have to recognize that God is 
inside and is also suffering, and do everything to make God 
happy. If someone is hungry, he should be fed and the God 
within that person should be made happy. If someone is 
thirsty, he should be given something to drink and the God 
within should be made happy. 


“Gurudev lived this teaching every moment in Rikhia, 
looking after the whole panchayat, village by village. 
Children, women and widows, the disabled and the elderly, 
all came under his wings of atmabhava. Everything in 
Rikhiapeeth is about Swami Sivananda’s teaching of ‘serve, 
love, give’ and Gurudev’s gifts of yajna and atmabhava.” 

Swamiji continued the thread, “Sri Swamiji explained 
that for a generous person the entire world is a family: 


Spiritual life is atmabhava, which means feeling the pain and 
distress of others as if it were your own. Your heart should be 
so sensitive that it responds immediately to another’s pain. 
Does a river drink its own water? Does a cow drink her own 
milk? No, they give it all to us. So be generous in thought, 
word and deed. When you learn how to love and serve one 
another, to be kind and tolerant to one another, to help one 
another and to share the problems, worries, joys, happiness 
and ideas of others, then your family, your society and the 
world will be a better place. 


“The world, the whole world?” again Aryan asked. 

“Yes, the whole world will become a better place if each 
one becomes better. Giving everyone the inspiration, the 
motivation along with the practical methods of how to 
become better, how to make others happy, how to be happy 
and how to make the world beautiful — that is the highest gift 
anyone can ever give to anyone.” 

We were all quiet for this was something extraordinary. If 
all of us became better . . . I looked at Aryan and he looked 
at me, we don't have to speak to know what the other is 
thinking. We had heard Swamiji speak a thousand times 
about becoming better and how to do it. We always thought 
it was meant for others, not for us. 

Aryan broke the silence, “Rudra, can we also become 
better and make our ashram a better place?” 

“Of course, you can. Everyone can change, improve 
and develop more positive qualities. That is what Swamiji is 
talking about. You must have heard him speak about it.” 
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“Yes, we have, but we thought it was for others.” 

“No, Hari and Aryan, it is for everyone. People come 
from all over the world to listen to Swamiji and then go 
home with courage, hope, motivation and a direction. You 
must also live his teachings and be good dog disciples. That 
is most important in life, not just tennis balls, wagging the 
tail and eating dinner.” 

“Yes. Father, we will try . . .,” we both promised. 

We then went and did pranaam to Satyam at Satyam 
Chhaya Samadhi. It is an amazing place, we always walk 
quietly through there with Swamiji. We know it is not a place 
to run and jump. However, when we came out of Satyam 
Chhaya Samadhi, we had a brilliant idea. Aryan and I 
jumped up and gently pulled and pushed Dadi Ma towards 
our favourite playground. 

“Hari, where are you taking me?” she wanted to know. 

“Surprise!” 

When we got to Satyam Vatika, Aryan explained, “Rudra, 
Dadi Ma, this is Satyam Vatika, a real historic garden. Like 
everything here, it is named after our beloved Satyam. 
Satyam Vatika is so amazing. It tells the whole story of our 
Bihar Yoga with beautiful pictures along the path of a real 
maze. It also has the amphitheatre with our stage where 
Swamiji sits with us . . .” 
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With one smooth leap we jumped onto the stage, and I 
called out, “Rudra, Dadi Ma, look this is Swamiji’s place, my 
place and that is Aryan’s side.” 

Aryan exclaimed aloud as if on cue, “Swamiji, can 
we please play the asana game now? Just for a minute! 
Pleeeease???” 

“Okay Aryan, so you start,” Swamiji replied with a smile. 

“So Dadi Ma, Hari and I will do an asana and you have 
to guess the name in three seconds.” 

Aryan and I took our positions on the stage and started 
with our favourite asana. 
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“Advasana?” Swamiji wondered aloud, then said, 
“Hmmm, that one looks like shavasana!” 

“That must be matysa kridasana,” Swami Satsangi 
guessed next, "And now, hmmm, marjari asana?” 

Me and Aryan were horrified, “The cat pose! No, never!!” 

“We were just preparing for our next 
asana,” Aryan said by way of justification. 

“Parvatasana!” Swamiji remarked with 
pride. 

“Yes, but some humans call it downward 
dog! We are not downward dogs!” Aryan 
exclaimed with some indignation. 

“And now? Wow! That's a beautiful 
tadasana! Well done boys! Congratulations!” 
said Swamiji. Dadi Ma also looked quite 
pleased with us. 


“And now the hurdle race, come and see our hurdles,” 
Aryan got all excited. 

Swamiji and Swami Satsangi moved out of the 
amphitheatre and began to watch and cheer us on, as the 
three of us jumped hedge after hedge, swiftly and quickly 
cutting across the maze of pathways and the colourful lit 
up picture panels in Satyam Vatika, it was so much fun and 
Swamiji and Dadi Ma were laughing joyfully. 

“How about we go to Akhara now?” Swamiji suggested. 

“Yes! Let’s go,” we agreed. 

We reached Akhara, or Satyam Udyan as it is also called, 
and sat down in the Vedi. Swamiji got the parrots out too. 
The Akhara is a very special place, Swamiji had built it for 
Satyam should he ever return to Ganga Darshan and it is 
named Satyam Udyan, the Garden of Satyam. Even though 
Satyam did not return, Akhara became the place of Swamiji’s 
sadhana. It is from here that the energy to sustain all activities 
in Ganga Darshan is created, and most importantly, Akhara is 
OUR place, and we protect this sacred garden night and day. 

This night was special, only the garden and Tulsi deepaks 
were burning brightly after the evening jyoti aradhana, the 
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koel and owls were singing their strange evening calls. We sat 
together, all happy and fully content. 

Aryan again was the first to speak, “Father, do you think 
we can also live these gifts and honour Satyam’s teachings?” 

“Of course you can, my son. Everyone can.” 

“How?” I asked, “We don’t know much yoga, except just 
a little bit of asana...” 

“Hari does very nice asana,” my brother stated the obvious. 

“Yeah, it is good for our body, but we have nothing much 
to give, not like Swami Sivananda, Satyam, Swamiji or Dadi 
Ma who give so much all the time. We can’t organize a yajna 
or teach classes. What can we do to help others?” I asked. 

“You have to start with the basics,” was father’s advice. 

“The basics?” we asked aloud, 

“Yes, the basics, or as Satyam said, “The ABC of love is 
little acts of kindness, so share your kindness with everyone’. 
Start with the ABC, the basic training in love, and you will 
surely live, experience and express yoga, the yajna of life, 
atmabhava, and many positive samskaras. If you do that 
Satyam will be forever in your heart. Am I saying the right 
thing, Swamiji?” Rudra asked. 


“Yes, perfect. Everyone can give — you all can give a smile, 
a friendly bark, a gentle nudge and your wagging tails give 
so much joy.” 

Dadi Ma fully agreed, “Your friendship, loyalty and 
unconditional love — oh! both of you can give so much. Just 
keep on being good boys, the rest will follow. 'Do Good and 
Be Good’ as Swami Sivananda used to say.” 

Aryan and I swung our tails back and forth as fast as we 
could, understanding that both Swamis were praising us. 

“We do give a lot! And we want to give more. We will give 
more,” Aryan promised. 

“I know you boys can. So, with this thought in our minds 
and inspiration in our hearts, let's go to bed. It has been a 
long day. We can play and talk more in the morning,” said 
Swamiji, “Good night Hari, Aryan and Rudra. Sleep well.” 

Dadi Ma added, “Thank you my beautiful boys for a 
lovely day. Let's go to sleep now.” 

The three of us got our good-night-pat on the head from 
Swamiji and then we trotted behind Dadi Ma to spend the 
night with her and make sure she was safe and comfortable. 

What an extraordinary day it had been with my brother 
Aryan, my father Rudra, Dadi Ma and Swamiji. With joy in 
my heart and gratitude for our life's journey with Satyam 
and knowing in my own little way that I can give a lot to 
others, I gave a gentle sigh and looking forward to another 
beautiful day, I said a heartfelt thank you to my friend 
Satyam and fell asleep .... 
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